Poetry.

OLD MADELINE.

Y LUCY LARCOM.

Ovzra paper in ber hand
mﬂqu:w
the cundle flick erod on the stand;
Mmmw homm & smouldering brand;

And Madeline's mhtﬂ made that sleeping sweet ;

For all
lhnmub:a’&omvfu fck feet:
And while her Wroom made nmmwmr: neat

& 80ng

A broken , thiln and pltifal,

With all that makes ront Iyrios musical,
o ZTeRL OF MmN
It stopped the children, hurrying out of schoal,
Atnight or moon.

Nowa - - i
qn.!:!m now ** Jamie ou the sen;

That sung io fur thunke) msod Lo be,
hungn{: before the land was {ree;
' or 1

No matter

AL !mm:nMMun

Pathos -ncr' - hwtu_u 1hn;ughmlmhu sere,
vios tha

Minth o break in sunsel ¢l ar

To-uight #he sat In allence. Every night
FPar year and year. ~
!mal :M e::fr--d !g '?d I;;n m‘li:l’;m
Over ; mn a rrod p
1 n eight

Toone n wrilten b "
B S o Dot
e e
His grive none knew. Wiy aia;

The tattered newspaper spread out to her
A pleture 3:1.; -

Mx wast alien hills the buttle's stir.

A wheoe none came to minister
To binswho dled.

A spot of beside & mountsin
Where mhr;umm%mm‘:.m that
P Sy S et
7
o e -

And stil] his )
Poonath het Gabugnr s

Wondering what rl his heart wonld win.
She drowned her in work-day din;
ﬁiwu%uﬂu. rdiaions

And aftor he had
>l hw:nﬂnhm
mhmhmm Bef nkme,
I-w_pnﬂ: “Noue else my hand shall
With her ne lghtest woolug ever sped,
NO man might prees
&mhﬂdnmmmrym! .
whisper comfort beart e
With loneliness,
hmwmm;mhgu‘u walis for me
agate;
And T might mies bim throagh eterni
l:mumm&mmmguhe.
“1 counld not bear another lovers kis,
Becsare [ feel
That somewhere from the heights of hesvealy

bliss
His spirit hither yearns. ne mine to
Forever leal.” )

This to her silent heart alone she eald,

Hushing s moan
That yet lato hor merriest sl um;nﬂ:
While all declarad, “ A ¢ er old maid
Was nover known.”

Kor ever was there. As her poor song worth
witchory stoje

Whols, though it scomed a fragmeat, rent apart
From its trae end.
Donmwﬁ from deathless clinging reached her
Readier to comfort for s hidden amart
To all & friend.

Kone saw her tears save God and bher los$ Jove,
Kapt seimory Gisesoming fréil 1 8eids shé
= &' 3
m-mhm:mmmm::
That flutteriag few,

mow
Age laid in ﬂuﬁz on her head. Bho died.
Ralph and ﬁomnlkddnh:aaﬂ

w.
— N, ¥, Independent.
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had I fapcy it would have been just
same. I was a young
at home on sick leave three-

A WISE LITTLE WOMXAN,

Ovur morning sindies with Scot were
over, snd I, Charles Brett, was lylugcown
for my hour's rest before luscheon.
with folded drms on the
back of my sofy, provoking Seol as indues.
triously a5 she could, while he glowl
closed and put awsy the booloeahe had e
in confusion on the thie,
which we sludied wes no regular school
roown, but the pretty morning-réom, which
Pennie—gole mistress and eole daughter
in the bouse—insisted on my
ing ; and opposite where 1y
*| was mirvored between the two ' low wiz-
In this mirror I'eould se= just then
a sunny, bright refl ction of us all; and i
the coutrast in our three faces struck me
almost as it had nover struck me before.

Pennie's came first (one could hardly
belp noticing Pennie first, in wha'ever
group one saw her) ; asmall, brilliant
2;.“3“.3&%’.3 g, duricbl hat seemed

ne, -blue eyes, L

w know no sorrow and puin.
though no one elee In &N the honse”
scven the gay eyes melt to infldite tender-
ness, p:li: lhc{ m?x-mrveﬂ li
Eym f , Tnany
mg-!jule’only aistor.:gdbbui».!em in my
pain. Before this mdisnt little face lay
upon the bright bine cashiosus,
languid, bat & little foshed just
now—not from my stodies, as Pennie
said, but from the many wido thoughts of
which she was the center.  Then, Just of
all, béfore my couch stood Scot C
older than I, with
tul fnce, and slight,
nervous Ggure. He 'was looking
me into Pennie’s eyes, and telling
the elesr, earnest voice which I had learn-
.| ed =0 utterly to love and lean upon, that if

she wanted Ber trabihstion 10 be corrected
shie must re-wrile it lezibly for him.

“1 shall have to write it out legibly
after you haye corrected it,”
‘ Snrely that {8 enoagh labor to bestow on’
the tamest bit of all the book.™

“I cannot read it asit is,” began Seot,
but corrected himeelf, “ at least, 1 will not.
To morrow, Miss Brett, you will, I think,
hsve propsred a readable copy for me.”

Her eyes flashed upon bim as he went
quistly on with his work.

“ls Charlie’s written ecarefully#” she

ward, mischicvous little girl, a'tempting
all my lessons, but néver taking the small- | half ssdly, half jestingly, |
est heed of her own; yet we never funcied - Izu!eui, iniced we did, " she answered,
earnesily, fancying, perheps, that het owa

perior to us, beeanse he was ;
lovieg feclingsinust be gharad by Walter,

himself so thoroughly unconscious of
saperiority, He did pot .opme to our | too. * Wealways shall, Am I not your
own and only sister, Churli, and is pot

House very much, he worked too hard for
Waltar going to be your own and only

this; but his half brother, Walter—a pop-
ular boy, who was a proverb of iMeness, | brothery"™
snd who ,did not Work .his way into the
shell until he was leaving—came so per-
peinally, shat be grew 10 scem a very part

erry, mischievous 50. And
Pennie,
authoritative homors, was nearl
his lgve is just theloye it bad

by..
disturbed by ?:yah q.jl:lrrcl ;mu{tfnnhﬂ ‘IE : P .
nuy passion ; T “ Yes," gai ot, quistly.
spﬁe the deep and troutied mtﬁm& 4
it cast upon the lonely path that it forever

many lime, ss "ot ;. v

a very comfortable
which, of course,
Poor Beot, her step-son, had £50 8 year of
his own; but he had wealth enough in his
deep, clear head; and there was as much
truth in Mrs. Cowen's'indifferent orinion. s0 eadly fumiliar to me in the grave, kind
“Oh, Beot is sure to get on, penniless as

he is" as she was in the proud addition,
“ Dear Walter wonld never have done
1 don’t think Mrs, Cowen dis | in your own'heart.)
liked Seots at all, she was only utterly in-
ditfcrent about him, and n
Her heart was so entirely filled by Walter, | defiance immediately.
that she really bad no room for agy one
els=; not even for Pennie, though 1 do be-
lieve she tried to love her becauss Walter

When Scot lett Oxford, where, with his
talents, and £30 & yesr, he had
self glorious honors, he became my tutor | tle; his face white and prond.
for & time, and lived with us entirely. All
my life I shall'be glad -and grateful for | yon, child, then let me besn, child, in pity;
for under it all my heart barns with a wild,
strong love, which I cannot always gov-
ern. Let me bnrn it out il I can, whatev-
me cheerily from the languid, idle life, | er comes (o take its place.”
which, in my weskness and inactivity, 1
might so ensily have led. But, during all
Scot’s lessons, [ had one sore heartache,
through Penpie's determina-
tion to havelessons with me ; to learn all
I learat, and fur Scot to teach it to her. | and spoke with gllstening eyes.
And she would not gness what I kuew so
well. Would not understand with what a
dangerous mixture of pain aod
and auguish, sbe troubl
days. Poor Scot! It would have been
difficult work to teach her (with her puz-
zling questions and
'8 | if he had not loved her, but, lo

of Her own,

lectiul of him:

won him-

“Yes. He gives me very little trouble
that way, you know.”

“1Ekvow,” she replicd, touching
hand softly, “and I give you a good
But Jet me sssure you that you give me
infinitely more, Scot.
vou are oddly gifted with the power of
uringing dead and buried facts (chicfly fic-
tions) into the modern sunshine, for my
small braio to grasp, | would not come
and try 1o learn from you at all. 8o stifl
¥ou are, and stern and exacting,

Scot'’s lips, at that moment, were stern
indeed.

this, for he has taught me a3 no one else
could have dome; making my etodies
1o me, and rousing

If it were not that

“ Then don't come in any more, Pennie,” ~dp
said I, Jaughing a lHttle, though I spoke
wilh anxious earnestness.

“I must, becanse I must koow sll you
know, Charlie,” she answered, stoopi
impetuously to kiss me -u little act of hers
which ulwnys thrilled me with pain when
ghe did it in this room, while Scot was

_“1f you had been anxious for instruc-
tion, you would have stayed at school, I
should think, Pennie,® I'luu
* Oh, Tudies cannot tench,
. | her pretty and thoroughly lsughable Ltle
assumption of ‘dictatorship, < no lady ever
taught me anything."
Boot lsughed guictly. “ No one can
sald, “ugless the pupil will .ré-
spect their teaching. I cannot teach you
for that reason.”
“ Why, S8col,” said Pennie, raising her
eycbrows, and pursing
lips, “T respect you intenscly.
feel a kind of awe overshndowingme when
¥ | you are near me, 1 would herdi

nt inatiention)

on being tanght with me; mastering
quickly and brillisntly what my lower na-
ture could not grasp ; entering
npi:iz:lns, and mdingrmpidly his muan hall- -
for thonghts. urning ‘round and | @0 g y T
laughing st his pedantry; flishing scorn- Tsn't that a true verse, Charlie
ful, provoking words and glances at him hind ¥ *
then daintily and proudly, in his very .
resence, parading the happy, rusting|...ion  We had been to see Walter aff
to London on his way 1o the continent,
where he waa 10 spend six months with a
: : 4 party of old efllége Irlends, The rcins
a loncly time before, when the laacheon werg unnecessarily tight in DPennic's
hand, the litile rounded cheeks were very
1 pale in the fickle March sunshine; and the
e young volee was bright only by a great

" she ‘eaid, in

ove she gave his brother.
All these things [ was thinking over, as
I had thought them over many sod many

up her small red

bell rang, find Pénuie danced in, that
Walter might give me an arm.
h'“l lodding up Easter HilL,” she said,

im ng u er HL"

% Whit has he gon effort1

Iooked scross ot Walter rather puszled.
He is afraid.your

| 88 cl-ver a5 Chaflie, sc I must be taught
t | by Charlic's tator.”

“Charlie's tutor is aiwsys at your ser-
:rkza," returned Scot, pravely ; * but while
a teach you, you must obey me. While I
teach youn that is all T ask. When lessons
are over, L cliim no further anthority,”
“Of course not,” Inugheéd Pennie, “and
your claim is small. From ten to one.you
require suthority unlimited, and I think it |
is ten to one you will huve it.”

“Then [ shall decline to give you an-
other lesson at all,” rejoined Boot, quite in
earnest, though he

ne home for¥”

Then she langhed.
“I know, Walter.

nndlhz hais gone to rmmre"her,’l‘mi A3
“1 hope he may succeed,” repli - o

ter, a little sudert !;ll ’ break her heart.”
“I hope he basridden Satanella him-
“ Not walked all that dusty

“No; he was walking,” answered Pen-

lhct t w'f.tlhhi;mn
just gort o r
Scot would bcfih.-l il

up hill road ™

learned (smong smatterings of dead lan-
guages) to know that you always say that,
and always don"t enforce it.  You should
enforce your laws, my tutor.”
Looking at Scot, and waiting for his an:
swer, I saw his face change. While his
hands were still busy, 8 pstient, faroff
look stole into his dark, grave eyes, and I
knew without tumnisy who bad opened
the door behind me.
Rll‘-igxmlhe.r came up and lesuned beside
nnie, looking never once at me, giving
me no bandshake, mo thought, ungl]il he
had feasted his eyes upon
ning face, which had
derfully st his coming,
& moment into the mirror again,
and somehow I could not help
that the whole picture was change
ter's handsome debonnaire fice, and lazy,
lounging figure had brought some new ele-
] he scenc—a quick, throbbing
ness, an idle, cureless unrest,
in upon my sudden, silent
3 t's few quiet wonds had sn

mother to-day, Walter#”
g 8 little, as usual, old fel-

low, a8 very unwilling for me
e

* D)id she send me a message
“Not a bit of it. Her only parting
prayer o me was not to ride Satanella™
you mounted her imme-
beginning to feel s lit-
tle tired, and wishing they would go.
*No, for I was in the saddle when she
You will ride with me this after-
noon, won't you, Pennjey”
And Pennie, who loved these rides with
Walter more than anything else through
;lérb;r day, blushed gladly as she nodded
es.

“Come now for a stroll in the g
by purpose for that," said
Walter in the loving tone of approbation
which led Pennie irrecistibly.

She whispered good-bye to me, and
they went off together through the low,
open window ; their happy volces coming
back to us on the scen
after day Seot and I watched them
ng togelber; yet though they filled
- | our hearts, wo never spoke of
we two were left behind.

1 shnl‘! leave you now, Charlie, for

Test,

your
“Where are you # I asked, for
Scotgenerally mﬁmg?u{:%mnng ibrough

m“ liI;'o: far, gﬁm fellow” he answered,
g my pillows eomfortsbly for me.
"Ilwlbemadytodrimyfmnour

Itried very hard to think
s+ of course, thoug

t for us all, but failed
in the éffori, as I bad failed often and

Valter Cowen, his

the little win-
hicned so won-
fore I turned

look as if you didn

want me to go.
Shall I drive with you instesd ¥"

ing thatthis ride would bring them nearer

than they had ever been before. We

were real frie;
her when we wou

and [ remember
dintely ¥ ] s

spoka.

for your-

I came ecarly on for her,

summer breath.

walki

Walter would be &

Ledt 1o myse
ol'noth.i.ng;ynﬁ

straight s plesssa

"
4
58
g
)
]
1
7
:
2

w:thmu lemve nouh-
t cinder and calciced asl, He |

not-wake till the kiln msn roused him
mext morning, nor did he know what had

m:mmnhubm found in a |
b |

often before. Then I tried to let & quict
trust creep inlo my hesrt snd - stil] the
restless anxiely which wus now itz con-

wilh his

gu
X ay ¥ W
occusred until be looked down at his char- h;da:);g:i ‘;ﬁ-l Sl;smsmzn'{]:l::u{.cr
red stump. He died in the infirmary & | 8chool, and taking s}l the prizes, | gucssad
fortnight afierwards.—Séintific Jmmoag.._m.; hardly guessed, | kosw—!hat hed
| 1oved my sister better thau soyone elze in
the world. True, he hsd no very near
pelations of his own %o lovo; bui if he

McCONNELLSVILLE, OHIO, FRIDAY, JULY 28, 1871

face,

translation.”

sell™

know it."

his mother’s heart—like Walter,”

ean L"

NUMBER 17.

hidden grief, I did not know, but certsinly
his e was white and ha
seen it before.  Suddenly he looked across
at me with his own brave smile.

“ Come, Charlie, we have been idle too
long, dear fellow.”

I bad risen and wss ssuntering toward
him, when the door was o
familisr fuce looked in u

“ Peonie, Pennie, dar !
t0- meet me!™ Walter cried,
throwing down his hat and coming for-
ward, grund and handsome in the glow-
ing sunshine. * Pennle, darling, here I
am." And he was close beside her, his
arms open to receive her.

She gave ope look into Lis fuce, so swift
thut she only seemed to have moved her
eyes from the garden into the room.

“ Where areyou going, Boot " she eaid :
“Please don't go awey. This is your
room, not ours. I am gol
I have spoken to you and

“ Pennie, are you angry, darling 1" whis-
pered Walter,

“ No, not at all.” she answered, moving
from him and standing beside the table at
which Scot had sat down sgain.
not now make myeelf feel even angry

him so dearly, was not worthy to winany

Walier had been awny about three
monihs, when one da
home in haste,

could not stay with us*" she asked, bend-
fourth-form boy | ing over mine a fsee on which still linger-
¢d the parting smile which hind been given
the time; and Pennie a way- | and received s few minates before,
“ You did not, want. ane, dear,” I eaid,

Youths’ Department.
THE MILLERS OF LABORTOWN.

BT KEV, T. NIELD.

Treaz lived three millers [n Laboriown,
Each owning a big stone mill

here the waters tumbled down

agulgx the raplds bepeath the Lill,

Scot was sent for
owen being i1l
was away all night, but &t tenin the morn-
ing, when Pennic and I strolled into the
sludy, there he was, waiting for us.

“ Why, Seot,” 1 cxclaimed, mecting him
t you back; cer-

ve you breskfasted Pirst, Simon Coon was an easy sonl,

And hing disturhed old Coon;
And often he watched
And ko pmnoked lile pipe 11l noon;
And that luds i

tainly not to worle.
How is Mrs. Cowen?"
“ A little better, thank you,” Lessid,
turping slowly from me to take Pennie's
hand. “Ihave breshfasted long

“Have you seot for Walter?" asked
P&n{:_ir.. her eyes fixed upon his face.
ea

Even. in the. dying Jight I conld see
Soot raise a gharp,” U stioning fhee; wnd;
) reading its agony, 1 involuntarily laid my
: life. * He was sucha plessant, | hand on  Pennie's lips.  Then I laughed
winning Jdd that his very vuuity scemed | nervously at her astqpishmeal.
excusabie; his very sellishness, amus
his love of plessure na
irresistible. Pennie
thest qualities
She saw him from the first o handsome,
daring protector and patron; & baoy-lover,
:i:: ::dt is l‘ounnle-i that she loved

v won her heart
now ihat Walter was s
low of three and twenty, snd

Tntoed i was 2o hot,
the hours away;
Then st night was sad to thiak of what
He might bave done “Iel_l.‘lj-—-
“Soot i3 waiting (1o heir yonr secret) el T S P
: from your ownlips, " I said, wishing with was & restloss man;
noticed | all my heart [ had told him my:ell while
in Walter. | we sat alope tere in the twilight
“ Oh, Scot,” she bégan, with shy hésila-
tion, “I did not see you, else 1 would have
tokd you. Al JenstI think soif—if Walier

l handoome b | Fou

And then he sat down calmly in his
place, and we read together, while Pennio
stood silent, leaning sgainst the window
frame. [ did not Enow whether she was
glad that she should see Walter so soon, or

for his pleasant excursion to be in-
teteupted.

Each day mow, ss soon as our studles
were over, Scot went bhome, and in the
siternoon Pennic drove me to Easter Hill,
and leaving me in the carriage at the
went up to the house on fool to see
She never stopped very
long, though I am sure that if
had Tiked to kave had her she would have
taken op her abode there towatch and
nurse by night and day.
maother earéd for no one; onl
the hours before her son = come,
fretsing that Beot had mot made him
hasten. The day when Walter might have
pussed, and only then [ could
sce bow unquestiopably Peunie had de-
pended on his coming. She seemed be-
wildercd, upable to believe he was ot in
the truin, and she stood on the platform
her yearning eyes fol-

morain
F'::',rﬂu of nn‘
That be meant to grind that day.

Great thiogs be was just sbont to da,
mil] wan wrockad en his hands,
And his life-grist only smouuted to
A sackinl of worth
Though gold was in all

MJI:‘:?S was & thrifty man,

bt
He plaoned his work, and he
And had tom & very boy,
For a man was Ia the boy,

His days went on ke the wat
8o busy, and steady, and tru,

And pever a day was allo
Away without something to do,
Ana that Xe would always do,

“You have kept Waiter so entirely to
. yourself, little dndy)” 1 ‘put in, hurriedly,
with her gleam. of childishness, and fitfal, | “ that he cannot bave told soyone.”
{:ighlﬂen, * He—and L" sid Pennle, In slow, hap-
n_from | py tones, but with timid, shrinking eyes,
as she looked et him, “are—engaged,

PrY:
you. Thank you, dear,” worked each plan,
“Come out with me.
want to tell you how it was.™

“Tell me here,”" she answered very

fair," he complsined
« ught), *but, of course,
my dariing, I never funcied my mother
waus really so ilL"

“1 told you," replied I'ennie, still more

said, joyfully.

She pansed s mihute, waiting for bim ¥
“That's hardl

to say more, then Wssed back bor bright z
(with reason, I

c little hwad, and lookced dowd comleally at
Walter's widowsl mdther lived about |me.
from us; at Esster Hill, snd had | *“Ought not Scot to say he is glad, or
something of ‘thet kind, Cburlie? Isa't it
onld inherit | cousidered right?”

Isaw that she was speaking at rantom,
and that her cheeks had flushed and her
eyes filled with tears as she read what was

think they conld be?
L} ofn|
Just land u’:’:a ear and st rig
And we'll tedl of all the three,
Unti you know all the three,

'n;e boy who will waste [ife’s golden day,
s 1

and 1hen 18 noon,
Who, when fe shiould stady or work, will play,
Is a little old Bimoa
A thriftiess sapd

“ Yes, you did say so,” replied Walter,
looking for the firat thine a little nervous
and anxious; * but I knew she was always
fanciful, and I thought this was one of her
false alarms. You ought to be sorry
me, Pennie. Ithought you would feel for

She did not look into the face, where
was & shade of real grief ; and he went on
passionately in her silen s

* Pennie, I want to speak to you. Come
. Why do you stay here?”
ecatse,” she sald, moving a little, and
laying her hand on the back of Seot’s
chair, “ because I would mathers
ad | Boot will listen to mo; and
agsin—tench me what to do.”

She paused for a few moments. Walter,

ust the table, locked down
upon her in astonishment.
* Eeot, if I have learned that I have made
greal, great mistake in thinking that [
loved your brother more than—any one
clse, fsn't it best and Kindest to tell 50
now, before it is too late ¥

Scot did not answer her, and she repeat-
ed the guestion, her besutiful

“ Would il.phe r:\igni:‘f&ull bim so, Scot,

1l him 80, enswered Scot,
in tonea low and

face to him as it finsled and paled
“1 will tell you of my mistake now, bef
your brother snd my oww.. There were
once two gifts of Jove within my reach;
snd the one wiich my eager,
becsuse il arem
bright and winning to my dazzled eye, waa
not the ons which eoculd satisfy my heart.
1 did not understand elther then; I was as
powcrless 1o feel the
pess of the one as the shallow selfishness
of the otlier ; but now that ] know my owa
heart, Walter, I cannot hide its di
ment. Some day I myself shall be old and
suffering, perhaps—ianciful, too, I dare
say ; those who give much love, to win
bat little in return, oflen are—and I should
not like to feel that when I summoned you
to my dying bed you would not heed the
summons. [ should not 1ikd
my life to pour out & wealth of love on one
who could Isugh at me for the
intensity of thegift. Andso 1 am very,
very grateful I have read tais in my heart
before it was toolate.”

“This is nonsense, Pennie,” luterrupted
Whalter, with aforced smile.
let me explain to you.”

“ You have done s0," Pennle said, still
with her hand on Scot's chalr, and still
with her ¢yes clear and undrooping. “You
have explained it allto me during the last
fuw weeks, Now it is my tum, snd I am | miserab
trying to do so; only it seems as if I conld
pot say much even now of what is in m
own heart. Your mother had a faithfal,
careful nurse, Walter, in all ber illness;
and by him no duty was neglected, no
Charhe, did Secot seck

time that Wal-

as it rolied away
lowing it pitecusly.

“There were 50 many hindrances pos-
sible,” I told her; “so maoy uonforseen
things might have occurred to delsy him.™
But she never answered me & word; amd
when that whole week went by and atill
he did not” come, her silence grew more
distressiog to me than passionate grief or

nger. _

Onthe Inst day the post brought two
letters. One for Pennie, which she re
with oold. uight lips, then threw across to
t, which he had taken
away with him unopenecd.

The old Iady wes so fidgety, Walter
wrote, that it would be ridiculous to sup-
meant bim to come

ce, and have the

“ ] think you need no congratulations, |
dear,” 1 said vaguely; “yon have enough

The hoy who's alwa:

Her little fingers closed tightly on mins,

yet she had recotirse to' her old putulant 4 rimple, chattering Jay.

Bat bo who is up with the rislag san,
And, before the day goes b
Has his grist of study or wo

“Ront is hard, and stern, and co:d tome,
Is & thriny old Jm?dﬁprx-—

as usasl,” she stammerod hotly. “Just
hecause I made o few mistakes in s paltry
The world has no use for an Idie Coon,

Nor yet for a Jay of a boy,
beart there are warmth and room

will f=il on Spey.
—L hslilren’y Ilowur.

Seot wes standing against the table close A
to us then; his slight figure leaning a lit- h sy s
ita Jeaves is dust, the rose with
socistions has crumbled into
nti;\hve. fresh rmumd hl&.:l—l
nightingule sin OTgan
one thinks of old grand mother, with
mild eyes, ever young,

“If I can be bard sod stern and cold to

Let Well Encugh Alone.

Is there & young man or womsn in the
country who is impatient to have s com-
fortable home, kind and troe frieuds, or
ning a livelibood—to travel
to the ¢ity in quest of grander opportuni-
ties—some placo where
play and excitement can be
stead of plodding alosg in
of the country ¥

We would say to him or her, do not
come with to0 sanguine hopes of snccess,
Good situstions do not go a
coming without money or fric
of work is oft attended with sufferings in
mind and body.

In the great, bustling city nobody cares
what becomes of one siranger, snd you
might walk rom morning
scarcely receive a kind word of eacour-
agement. People are intent upon their
ts, and have so many applica-
ork and help for the needy,
addition of one more to the num-
ber of suffering ones is not felt by
y. Not that everybody in town is
and uncharitable.

Many n kind hearted

would give you money
Ing, or o buy something to eat; but you
—you ask for work and are
too proud 1o recelve chasity. They have
no work for you, and perhaps yon may
hungry many a day before you fin
place, and then, in desperation,
situation you would be too proud to lske
in the country.
Working on a farm is much easier than
the life of & city clerk, who must work
twelve, fourteen, often sixteen hours s
day, in close, dark rooms, year in nnd year
out, always.ithe same dradging life.

you imagine yoursell ve
Such miscry is joy compar
to the struggles, privations, desperations
acd crimes which wear snd weigh upon
ts of the multitudes
who have come before you.
You might suceeed, be very happy, snd
make a great fortune; but, depecdent up-
on your own efforts, all alone, unsided by
ool i]:{:: ; - he chances are d
panionship of friends, t are de-
cidedly sgainst you.—Elm O

Girls, Don’t Talk S.ang.

Girls, don't talk slang! If it is neces-
that any one in the family should do
let it bs your big brother, though I
would advise him not tosdo
English™ when there isane

use. But don

that she reall
l‘rgm i “l! ing back wh
bore snd expense of going k when
little attack of fear had subsided,

wanted him with her. In the meantime
he had writlen to her and it would be all

I read no more. 1 folded the letter, and

it back to Pennie, asking her if she
did not think it would be better for Scol
for a time, that he might
not feel his duties palliog him two differ-

= No?'éhnrlic." she zaid, at once. “Papa
and I both think (as you would if you had
beem 1o see Mrs. Cowen) that it is better
for Scot to have his old work. If he were
constantly with her, fretting as she always
is for Walter, it would harass and woenry
him more than this chasge does. She
uever expresses 8 wish 1o have him al-
78 there; yet he is o tender, cheerful
purse, Charlie.”

I-did not avswor, for just then Seot
came in, grecting us both with his gentle
had besn to the station—a
fruitless errand now, and Pennie had nev-
er been sinco that first hopeful day—and I
could see by her glance ai his solitary
ure, 45 he came up, that the old hope had
been with bher this morniug.
t it would be so, because by this
alter might have arrived, in answer
to the letter she hersell had sent urging

“1 think my lctter must have miscar-
ried, Seot ¥" she asked, with a quiet wist-
fulpess; “don't yout”
“h, he would be sure to come,” Seot
said, Jooking quickly awsy from her face.
“There was nuo
foreign pots.” L N s
“ Buppose you were write again
Pennie, deferentially.
bat was exactly what he had beea
There must have been some
mistake in the last address.
“ Wouldn't it have come back in that
case?" I suggested.
“Weo cerwinly

There was a long, motionless panse
among us; then with a startled movement,
ns il something was imade clear o her,
Pennie left my side and stood elose to
Scot. She laid hertwo little hands ¢n his

their love of dis-

“ Seme day, Bcot, when you have tanght
Charlie and me all that we shall b2 ahle
leasure, | o lesrn (it iso't much, you know), you will
all his | o9 out into the great world snd find a hap-
pioess like mine, only deeper, apd when
you tell m# of it—as yon will do, becanse
Nif e !\'1}3‘ shall be always friends—1 d!utlal SRy,
3 'i‘! what you are saying (o me Dow, with your
he did, and knowing what he knew, Tdid | ki ayes: *God bless you b your hap-
not wonder at the old, still look which pincss i “

was creeping into hi

watching eyes grew

to have a holids:

ull night and

mﬁmimﬁ‘ oW | © Rent took‘the MNttle earnest hands and
. as 1 read un- | held them elosely for & mioute; but if he
strugale. Andlﬁi],mdlﬂlloe spoke stall, I did not hear what he said,
of all my entresties, Pennie would insist | Tp he west swsy, and- Pénie sat
down besidh me; very still and ti!eul‘;,
A- | while the pitying durkness crept in an
W0 Beot's | hid her fuce.

‘Their's is the sorrow who are left be-

Penaic was driviog me home from the

W hie] . - dependence on
$ “ Which, I suppose, is & very socothiog

did pot kuow, and she | g qion for you,” I said, smiling. “As
you love Walter so much betier thdn your-

: “ Yes; but I was thinking of some one
mother may be frightened about Satanells, | 500 'y, May we drive oo to see Mrs

Cowdén? 'Sheé said this parting would

“ Never mind to-day, Pennie.  Scot is
there. Ileis best to be with her now—
best 10 be with her always, if she did but

ht not to expect it
back £0 soon,” he decided. But he would
not wait for 1t; he would write sgain, at

And after he had left us, I counld not help

telling Pennie whatI had heard at the

post office—tifat every night a letter wens
his brother with a large

“ Immediate " on the envelope.

Peunie turned away from me in angry

heat

“ What does he wrile, then? Why does
he not write what will bring Walter home,
and not fret and worry him, yet keep him
there while his mother is—dy
her wrath and o
she leaned her tired

ledsure sought.
is own pleasure? did he
his duties, through all the
ter was securing his own pleasure cease-
, and fiiling in this one chief duty?”
ot one,” she re
tight on his chair, but her fice never
turned to Beot. “ Not one.
membmnee of this pain
hand, or chill his heart? Did it, Char-

“ Never,” I said sguin, looking for a
moment into Walter's vexed and mood:
face.

“ Not better than Walter, Charlie,” she ts and the com-
replied, her eyes all aflame in their sorrow ;
“ not better than such a dear, dear, pleas-

Scot, indeed!” echoed Welter. | 2Bt fell vw. Scot is not tho very idol of

And I slipped my hand from his arm, and

went alone Into the dining room.

Scot did not sppear

but jost as Pcnnje had dec

termiuation to drive me instesd of -riding,
up W us; his M‘*um i

white, as il always was when he was

to see you back to-day,
alter, with s heavy hasis,
as he ordered Pennie's horse; “for we
were nearly missing our ride. Come,

the little hand

“ No; in consequeuce of hiﬁ miﬂher's
= heart being set azamst him." Buat I stop-
= mm?:: ped with a b, for I would not vex
Pennie to day with this old srgument of

“ Now Charlie,” she eaid, her face o
hlp'!)y inits Jove, s0 wistful and tender in
its tirst pain of partiog, “in spite of all
you choose 1o say of Scot's goodness and
of Walter's thoughtlessness, you kuow
very well that  everybody likes Walter
Pennie, it will be doubly valuable to us | best. They €'t hilp It No more

Pennie, an old

that he can just as well
you do ft, You have no
idea how it sonnds to esrs unnsed or
averse to it,to hears

“Did any one

“ Never,” she repeale
m shrink from

thought of himsel{ make bi
his daty to you, Chsrlie, becanse I made it
better to him? or from his duty to his
mother, because she blamed him always
that her own idolized son had left her to

ttle head against me,
and sobbed out the fear, and love, and dis-
appeiotment which she had
some place, answer, “not much!” or, if
requested to do €
wish, to bear her eay, “can't see it!

ago I hearda yo v
and sccomplished, in spesking
she intended to

1" and when her sisler asked
her assistance at some work, she answerad,

ladies of unexeceptionsble
y good eduestion, fall

into this habit, thinklog it ehows

to answer back in slang phrases; and they

soon slip flippantly

pertness
like nor becoming. “Ibet™ or “youbet™
h smong men who are
g horses or Jand ; bus the contrast is
startling and positively
oung man is
her i

afﬂﬂ' that she was very petulant with
Seot; more petulant even than in old times.
Aud when the subject which I knew to be
permost in her thoug
she would say impatiently that
we nll made 8 ridiculous fuss, that Mrs
Cowen was not reslly very ill, only fancy-
ing it; that Walter, of course, would come
as soon as he could ; and that she was tircd
to death of the worry p
house just through the stupidity of Scot's

Saying nothing of her own letter, which
had been cqually unavaiing, I would try to
temnpt her to read 1o me, or play, ordrive;
but she would only refuse me with s quick
“No,” and leave me suddenly, comin
back prescatly to throw her arms aroun
me snd sob that she was & wretched, uo-
girl, and did not deserve to be
oved by me or—Walter. And as this
wearying time went on, she went about
s S B o ey, L
88 sn W always 6T AL
more mn&mﬁcm‘rmm Bcot whenever she
spoke 10 him at - )
Four weeks had gone by since Pennie’s
last letter had been sent to Walter, when
early on one suony A
sent a messenger 10 tell us that his mother
wasdead [ had to tell Peunie myself,
and when I had done g0 In & few ssd words,
she broke from me
Through that locg, lonely day
came neAr mie, and I began to realize what
it would be to live without either Penuie

off to Walter at once,
announcing his mother's death—though 1
felt sure Scot had done so. i
my father came in, sad Peanie crept into
her place among us. >

Not once did she mention Walter's
and | name to me; and on the night before the
fuueral, whern—following the arrival of the
London express—a cab drew up to the
aoor, I beard her tell Lhe servant she was
engaged “to every one.™
did not misunderstand her quiet, firmly-
spoken order, told Walter 53, und let him
drive away in the darkness to the homs
that was o doubly darkened now.

UL
It was the morning after Mrs. Cowen's
faneral, and I was sitting in our pleasant
study, basking as inval
the morning sunshine.
window, in ber old stuinde,
—laoking out upen her cherished fowers,
but seeing Jittfe of their besuty, Soot was
table, Bis head upon his
Whether it was the long, vain
r, or the sleepless

she does not

She scemed to miss Walter very much,
bright eyes, ** you | 8nd she was just her own willful " self ‘all
the time—always waiting on e, leasing
Seot, and arﬂlilng th.' pi&:&.‘;};ﬁ. demure lintle
hed & negitive; ? mistress o ¢ house when our father
for ﬁﬁéﬁégﬁ‘ came home at night. Olten I felt very
gngry with her; and at last one day when
Beot had one of his old hard struggliog
watthed them off Then Seot took the | mornings, I followed her ont and told her
reins and we followed them through the 0 |
open pates; turning the opposite way, | pstient pain.
We spoke very little 10 each other—we

N
“ Walter, the mof t;uch l.: dhurtl isa
teful for thromg years;
anid lhmughsr:" years [ will be gratefal
that once this prize was mine.
ou have taught me all the little
know ; teach me what to do nuw
that my heart is hoogering wearily for
such & Jove as that friom which I turned
away not long ago."
Not a word did Scot answer, while his
fisce was hidden in his bands,
“ 1 am waiting for your answer, Scot."
The hand thst huad been on his chair
loosemed its hold; the little standing
down and kneeled u
him; and both s were
the tremulous white fingers
pressed so tightly in his hair,
“Look, Scot, how I sm waiting for
your suswer,” she breathed. I
never been obedient to you before, much
ght me; but [ amn walting

aa:l:ﬁnm suy

* Not for Joe!™

there was in the

I could pot stund by and see his brave,
“ You ought never to come in to sind their tong
i s o] Witk mxt Koamid, hotly: . © Yout shouid that fy nifher RACH o
learn nothing all your life rather than
weling oddly relieved when Scot drew the | learn from him now.”
up aguin before the door, and I saw - -
er lounging there with his cigar. she pouted. “ So I must.
“Charlie, Charlie,” whispered Pennie,
coming in to me as I rested, and putting
ber arms round my neck sod her eyes | €
close fo mine; “some day Tam going to
—marcy Walter. Are you glad? My
dear, dear brother, are you

and glad for Walter, and
sell

What conld I tell her but that I wag | cried
How could I but be
with the dancing, love-fil
tomine? How could I but ve glad for
Walter, knowing what her love made my
own home? DBut how—well, there was
enough to prevent the words being false
when I told her I was glad.,

the ““i’m’ﬁf lips, and told her

“Butthere is no one else to learn from,”
shocking
holding the hand of his
love to hear those words issue from
They scem st once to sarround
rougher associations of his
have | daily life, and bring her down from the
pedestal purity, whereon be had
placed her, to his own coarse level.
I know the bright-eyed girl who reads
this, will think the matter over, and do
t, and discard slang and un-
Erchange,

Indylike —
Keep Away from the Wheels.

Little Charles Williams lived mear a
and be was very fond of
going among the workmen and the young
who were at work there. The fore-

Charlie did not
mind, snd would often say: “I can take
Often he would go near,
wind of .the wheels would almost
im in, and two or three times he
dizzy that he ecarcely knew which
length, one day he stag.

band caught his Jittle
w him in, and he was

is, boys, when you go in the way
templation : you may

yourselves,

but oh! you masy
mistaken. you

be caught and

“Then I with to hcaven he wonld care
Inas‘lfclyr my good, and go away fur hisown
m e i
“That would be very unkind; though I her with the
dare say that he will do =0 soon," said
ad for me, P“ml_iﬂ-
“You, of all the world, should judge
8cot most tenderly and kindly, Pennie,” 1

as you have tsu,
to obey you now."”
What a face it was that her gentle touch
uncovered! I eould handly bearto look up-
on it in its wondering, bewildered joy ; for
lainly of the anguish that had
jugh. Pennie's low ery
burst involuntarily from her shaking lips
when she saw it

“ (), Beot, forgive me for it all

searlet buraing in his

He writes to
, selfish letters ;
delays his com-

“And so T do, dear Charlle,” she an. morning, Scot
e7es so near | Swered, with quick earnesiness,
“Then leave him to himscif. T shall
miss you woefully, ss you know; butl
would maher you never came until our
work is over, aud we will meet on equal

£T0

* Charlie,” she said, in a voice of utter
golitarivess, “1 am alwsys “Jovely and
fellow, and I | restless avd mischievous sway from you;
should.miss her sorely. Thetears gathered | but I will not come in sgain’
in berlovingeyes, and I thiak we must
both have behaved very childlessly for a | though I had gained what [ wished.
few minutes, there alone, in the tender

Ibegged Walter toleave early that night, | our stadies; forgol it in the m
for fiar his mother shwﬂiybe nﬂvgmu ri oy
sbout the young, scarce bruken horse he
A
y An s t his re-
- {Iidnatg:o{md ir? the least harsh or
unkicd; and no one thought it so. He
and Pennie were so entirely engrossed by | see Mre Cowen, but these visits pever
each other that—my father being out, aud
Soot having Jeft thedining-room early, and
uot sppeared sines, I shipped awsy into
Here Beot was giltin
He looked up snd smiled, but T lay

and ran up stairs,

man would sa
me occasionally—short,
but month after month
ing home, and the house st Easter Hill re-
mains without its master. For some time
Scot lived there slone, settling Walter's
affairs for him, and still
old morning st but Scot
home now. Yeste

And then of course [ was misernble, care of myself."”

§

Altter that, Pennic’s b havior to Scot
ehanged. Day aiter day she forgot 1o join

T
:

ing to me for

+

:
E

i

patural manner imaginsble, offering no
forced reasons, showing no conscious cm-
barrsenient, and dsy after day she grew
rlmetclzr and quicter 0 Seot; not kinder
exactly, or more couceding, but more
thoughtful. She weat u!«.'-u-?bv’fry'of-.en to

y he was chosen for
the new hesdmaster of the Essterwood
Grammar School ; and it is the youngest
beadmaster who bad been elected for a
night we are ex-

ambridge, and
| Pennie is standing at the window watch
ing for him, the evening sunchine linger-
ing on her bright head, and enother rest-
ful, happy sunshine in
do I kuow that the rest
used to give him so much pain has given
him now s deeper and more gladdening
love than mine,

—There is s house in Tolland County,
Conn., on the walls of which still remains
| paper which has been therg since 1757,
%, or the ojd ' when the house was bullt
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He, knowing he

%

“eZk

think you can

£
g
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cheered her. The molber's blind aud de-
voted idolization of her son, contrasted
with the son's easy carclessoess of the
mother, fretted Peanie’s tender beart sore-
ly. Issw how her thoughts ran uponm it
down without a word, and he read on. | witer hor visits, and st these times 1 pever
The lght failed. Scot closed his book |

%E-

her eycrs, Earnestl

Y | are aware of it, you ma
ve little pupil who

love to do, in destroyed. Keep away from the wheels
— Young Reaper.

I spoke a word azainst Walter, Yet sume-
withoul ringing for lights, and still sat | times, when Pennie t0ld me how he said
leauing beck in his low chair. 1 heard | he had not tim= to write home, and o shy
Satancile’s footsteps as she was being led
down [rom the yard, end soon after Pennje
opencd the door softly and came upto me.
“Are you s0 tired, Charlie that you

Y ouxe lady (indi gt being brought
to the Academy . of Desi
“Now, I tald you,
fashionable hour.

these horrid pictures to

people come |’

mast go and tell his motier about him, my-| sitsing at kis
impatient word would escape ; and T said
that & man who could not take a few min.
utes’ trouble 10 please o mother who loved

"Il have mothing but
look at til ml

wailching for Walte

The Grandmother.

GRARDMAMNMA I8 80 0}d, she has 50
wrinkles, and Ler bair is quite rl:i'hm
her eyes shine.like two stars. Yes,
are much more besutifol; they are so
50 blesaed to look into. And she can
the most delightful storiés, and she hes &
dress of thick silk that es; it is cover-
ed with Inrge tlowers.

Grudmamma kvows so mach, for she
lived long tef re papa snd mamma, that
is certain. Grandmamma has s pealm-
book, with thick silver clssps, and
reads in it often; in it there Hes & rose;
15 quite pressed and dry; it is not so fine
83 Lhe roses ahe has in the vase, and yet
she slwuys smiles most kindly at it; there
even comes tears in her How can it
be that grandmamma looks slways so fond-
ly upon the withered rose in the old book ?
Do you know? Hach time that grand-
mama’s tears fall upon the Sower, its color

=¥

revives, it freshens snd the whole
room is filled wm'gl:.'ml otir; the
walls disa BS they were

ool it the e ".n'?.’m,“‘“‘w
wood, wit sun

leaves, and grandmamma—

oung! Shejss i wi
ocks and hlooming engaging sad
lovely ; no rose is more i yet the
eyee, the mild, blessed eyes, they are atill
gmnlﬁmnmm'i. By her ltdn:d :
jouth—s0 young, handsome

ie offers her the rose, mmmnu-%

not thus smiles fnn.dmmnl.i Yea
=mile comes. He is gone; maoyt
and many forms pass I;]:; the

EE
¥

:
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youth is gone, the rose in the
book, snd grandmamma—yes, m:;—hﬁ
at

sits sgain, 85 an old lady; 2
withered rose that lies in uﬁﬁ.

Now grandmamms is dead. She sat
the easy chair, and told a long,
lightful story. * And now it is ov
said, “and 1 am quite w 3 Iet
a lile” Then she lay back, drewa
sigh;, and siept; bot i~ became ‘more
raory still, and her face was so fullof"
and joy, it was ss,if the sup ‘shone
it; thuy sald she was deal

8he was Isid iz ablsck coffin. enshroud-
ed in pure white liven; she looked so
beantiful, and yet her eyes were closed.
But all the wrinkles were gone; a sweet
smile played on her mouth ; her hair
50 silver while, so honorable, no one
be afruid to look at her: it was still

B
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same kind, benign gmndmamma. And
the psalm-book was lsid under her head,
as she berself had desited, and the rose
lay in the old book and so they buried her,

On bor grave, close under the church
wall, they planted a rose-tree and it stood

full of blossoms; the nightingale
over it, and from within the church the

k

And the moon shone down upon
the grave; but the dead one was not there ;

every child could feari¢ssly go theress
night and sluck a there the
eh'%hmh_ L oy -

Une that isdead knows more than all
wuﬁﬁomknow:lhgd-dho'thdl—l

weah fieel at au; 80

that they should wm"m; m
better than we all, and do
there is earth in it. The psalm-book
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Eyes can never die! Ours shall one day

see her, young and beautiful as when, for
the first time, she kissed the iresh red rose
that lieth mnow dust in the grave.—Zians
Clristian Andersen,

couragement to missionary

most siriking of these superstitions are
those pertaining to the tion of their
dying snd dead relatives. Very often the
dead bodies of Chinese men and women
are found in untenanted in the
Chinese qunrter of this city, and un-
nequainted with their superstitions are

rone to set the deserrions of'd friends
own 83 acts of selfishness. iis, how-

oman | ever, is not so, as the Chinese believe that
if persons die in a house that they lived in
before denth, their spirits will baons
place ever afler, and give
denes of their presence
In onder to prevent the manifestations of
the restless apirit, ns soon
gives it as his o n that a patient can-
not gurvive he taken to another place
and loft alone to die. Yestenday a case of
this kind was reported to the Coroner. A

E
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Chinawoman, who had been givu.
carried

u,“pull:yg her attending physicisn, was

by her relstives to an untensnted house
in Ellis Place, off Pacific, above Dupoint.
They then dressed her in her best cloth-
ing, spread a new matiing on the floor,
and laid her on it. They brought in
serves, meats, fruits, candies, boiled

ete, lighted some punks and retired, leav-
ing her alone o await the of the
common destroyer. During the she
died, and was found Inst night. Coroner
Litterman removed the body, spd itis
now at the Morgue swaiting the farther
action of the ives, who will probably
leave her to be disposed of by the city, as
is generally their practicein all such cases.
Muny Chinamen—those of the
class»s—do not desert their dead {riends,
and for the fortherance of this desire
there are several hospitals fitted up, in
orﬂn:d tht;k those nboums l:“ die be Te-
mov: ere until they have paid debt
of nature, after which they are buried with
all the ceremonies of the disciples of Con-
fucius.—San Francisco Bulldin.
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Ink Lings by Jesh Blilings.
The most valsuble thing in this world iz

Time, and yet people waste it as they do
wul:fr, muZt of them letting it run full
head, snd even the most prudent letit
drizzle.

devil himself, with all his genius,
- - shows

allways travels under sn alias—this
the power of truth and morality.

dog falls in love with you at first
If adog ¥y

sight, it will do to trust him—not so

One of the hardest things to do s to be

a good lHstner. Thoze who are stone
denf succeed the best,

Thare sre men who scem to be born on
to step into everything; they

kant set & common rat trap without get-
tlr;fketnlwdi.nu.
sekret

is like an aching tooth, it keeps

us i until it iz out.

ha 3 thing, bi experi-
I hav one ng, grale

ence, and that iz, | want az much

az mi nabors do.

Y how to
ﬁ::;%&mmm“

I doa't reckoleckt now ov ever hesring

ov two dogs fighting, unless thar was &
or man or two around.

A wise man is never so much alone as

when he {s in 3 crowd, and never so much
in & crowd az when he iz alone.

T am satisfied that there is more weak-

ness among men than malice.

Thare iz no man in the world so easy

to cheat az ourselis.

I don’t know ov ennything that will

kill & man so quick aa pmize he don't
deserve.

Repentanse should be the effecktov love

—nol Tear.

The soul has more disesses than the

body baz.

Things that we kant do wouldn't be ov

enny use to us, if we do them.

Amongst suim mmmmnmm
the most stubborm, snd 1 if this
ain't so amungst men.

lscems to be s person who has

A phool
more will than judgment, and more vanity
than cither.

In repeating ov sins, men are I “I -3"1_

pent ov thoze they hain'tgot,
m.’&u lheyh;:;ﬂ yes Tell n love—onmly
will‘h;:;i;;ﬁtm sleeps, but vanity al-
'%f'gmmgm to fail insn
enlerprise, most genemily do.

outh when they come 10 his -manger to-
?:-?:Ihisolla,shsku them like a terricy
until satisfied ar
throws them out of the bin.
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